ON   THE   LAGO   DI    GARDA

of the mountains in the west. Already the olive wood
where I sat was extinguished. This was the world of the
monks, the rim of pallor between night and day. Here
they paced, backwards and forwards, backwards and
forwards, in the neutral, shadowless light of shadow.

Neither the flare of day nor the completeness of night
reached them, they paced the narrow path of the twilight,
treading in the neutrality of the law. Neither the blood nor
the spirit spoke in them, only the kw, the abstraction of
the average. The infinite is positive and negative. But the
average is only neutral. And the monks trod backward and
forward down the line of neutrality.

Meanwhile, on the length of mountain-ridge, the snow
grew rosy-incandescent, like heaven breaking into blossom.
After all, eternal not-being and eternal being are the same.
In the rosy snow that shone in heaven over a darkened
earth was the ecstasy of consummation. Night and day are
one, light and dark are one^ both the same in the origin and
in the issue, both the same in the moment of ecstasy, light
fused in darkness and darkness fused in light, as in the rosy
snow above the twilight

But in the monks it was not ecstasy, in them it was
neutrality, the under earth. Transcendent, above the
shadowed, twilit earth was the rosy snow of ecstasy. But
spreading far over us, down below, was the neutrality of
the twilight, of the monks. The flesh neutralizing the
spirit, the spirit neutralizing the flesh, the law of the
average asserted, this was the monks as they paced back-
ward and forward,
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